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In another timeline, Andrew made Ashley promise that Andy and Leyley would die here, but the promise is broken.
In this timeline, the promise is truly fulfilled
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"It's not my fault! I didn't lock us in here! I didn't kill the cultist! I didn't even kill the warden!"

"Which one?"

"Neither!! You did! And the demon!! I'm all innocent. I've not harmed a single soul!"

That's right, it's not my fault. Don't fucking blame me!

"Of course not! YOU MAKE ME DO IT FOR YOU!!"

It's rare for Andrew to raise his voice, but I don't care. I'm right! I won't let him shout me down.

"I didn't make you do shit, Andrew!! You chopped the bastard up all by yourself! And you chose to do everything you've done here! And guess what, Aaaaandyyyyy!?"

"Don't."

He utters only one word, with a coldness to his voice that makes me shiver. But I won't back down now.

"YOU CHOSE TO LOCK ____ IN THAT CRATE!! WHERE THAT FUCKING CUNT CHOKED! HAHAHAHA!!! Cry yourself to sleep to that, Aaaaandy! My poor Andy!"

It feels exhilarating to finally let out all of these pent-up frustrations, and I keep going further and further. I know I'm saying things I can't take back, but Andrew has made me suffer for so long... I never did anything wrong, and yet he's blaming me. I'm so fucking sick of it, I can't stop myself now.

".....................So... that just came out of your mouth..."

"Hahahah!! What?? It's true!! You chose to do it. And you chose me! YOU CHOSE ME! ME!! YOU BACKPEDALING FUCK OF A BROTHER!! YOU CHOSE ME! YOU DID!! YOU DID!!"

My offensive continues, and I'm revelling in it. We made a fucking blood pact, and yet this asshole abandoned me to sleep around with whores. And he has the gall to say it's my fault? That this isn't my business? Fuck that! Of course I'm giving you a piece of my mind!

"Ack--!!!"

But in an instant, the situation is reversed, and my thrill is cut short. He grabs my throat and slams me against the wall.

"So I guess we're not leaving here together."

It's an empty threat. He needs me, just like I need him.

"You can't do it-!! Haha-!! You won't! You can't cause--- I'm the only one you can talk to. When you can't sleep at night, and you can't take it. I'm the only one who can make it go away!"

I taunt him, knowing he won't follow through.
That's right. You might be stronger than me, but you need me. You can't fucking live without me, Andrew.

"Fancy that. When you're the reason I can't sleep in the first place."

...he doesn't relent. I can barely breathe, as his grip tightens on my throat. He wouldn't do it. He can't do it. Right? He wouldn't kill me?..... but his eyes are cold. So, so cold. I've never seen him like this before. The look on his face... it isn't anger. It's bloodlust. Oh. He's actually going to kill me. Oh...

"I would--- like to go now. With Andy. I'm ready to go now."

Barely able to breathe the words, I beg for us to move on.

"...Go like ____ did?"

His voice is ice cold. He's going to kill me just like he killed her.

"Of course not! I want to leave this apartment before we get caught!! With you! Can we go?"

All I can do is plead for my life.

He stops to think about it, relaxing his grip a bit. My brother is going to spare me, right? He couldn't ignore his little sister begging for her life, could he?

"..........I'd like to go too, but the thing is you're pissing me off so much right now. We go now, and you'll just throw another fit later."

He's right. As soon as he fucks another hussie, I'm going to lose my shit again.

"Yeah, I probably will. I'll make such a scene too..."

"Yeah. So I don't know if I can risk it. Maybe I'll just end you here and be done with it. Though if you can come up with a compelling reason not to, I won't."

"Well I already said--"

"There are sleeping pills for that."

"........................."

I guess Andrew really doesn't love me after all. He shouldn't need a reason not to kill me. But he hates me now. Because I want him to pick only me over other girls. If that's how it is... there's nothing I could say. Our life together is over.

I could kill him here. He doesn't know I have the warden's gun. But there's no point. He is everything to me. In the end I'm the one who couldn't live without him.

"Yeah, okay. I got nothing. If you're going to do it, then kill me already, you two-timing asshole! Just like you killed ____, and the warden, and that whore who turned you down, too!"

His hands clamp down, even harder than before. He's really going to do it. Ahh... I guess this isn't such a bad way to die. This was a shit life anyways. I dedicated my everything to him, and yet I'm treated like a piece of garbage that he can just throw away. The story of my life, huh? Discarded by my parents, friends... and even the one person I trust. I'd rather die in his hands than go on living like this.

I'm grateful I can die while looking into the eyes of my loved one. I only wish they weren't filled with such hatred for me. Where did I go wrong, I wonder? Tears stain my cheeks as he crushes my throat, as though he's squeezing them out of me.

"Good...bye...An...drew..."

I can't breathe, and it hurts so badly, but I choke out my last words through the pain.

"I-- love-- you-- so-- much--"

As the light fades from my eyes, I force one last smile for him. For the brother I always loved. Goodbye, my beloved...

Ashley has fallen limp, her eyes clouded over.

It's over. I fucking killed her. She choked... poetic, isn't it? I'm finally free. Ashley doesn't control my life anymore. Just the opposite. I took her life with my own two hands. I'm the one who has the power now.

She won't ever manipulate me again.

She won't ever interfere with my relationships again.

I won't ever have to listen to her screeching voice again.

I won't ever see her irritating smirk again.

I won't ever hear her laugh again.

I won't ever feel her warmth again.

.......................................

What have I done?

Until now, I've spent my entire life protecting Ashley.

And now she's dead.

I killed her.

I killed my own sister. My best friend. The one person who would always be with me, no matter what.

Just because she pissed me off?

What the fuck did I do this for?

Exhausted from the exertion and overwhelmed by my realisation, I collapse to the ground.

Ah, Ashley. Ashley. Cradling her head in my arm as I wipe away her tears and stroke her hair, I stare into her empty eyes. Those pretty eyes I loved so much. Those eyes that would never again have light in them.

Ashley... no...

It's only been a minute, and I already miss her so much.

Hours, days, months, years... how am I supposed to live the rest of my life without Ashley by my side?

I already want to see her again. To talk to her again. To apologise to her.

And yet in my arms lies the proof I never will.

I did this. I killed her in cold blood.

And yet she died with a sad smile on her face, telling me she loved me.

Fuck. Fuck! FUCK!!!!!!!!

I punch the ground so hard my knuckles start bleeding.

Before I know it, I'm sobbing.

""A compelling reason not to""?

""There are sleeping pills for that""?

How could I be this stupid?

As though pills would help me cope with this crushing despair?

She was my precious little sister! Annoying, possessive, jealous... always making a mess of my life... not a single ounce of morality in her... and despite all her flaws... a lonely, vulnerable girl who always relied on me for everything, who had no one else to turn to, abandoned by her own parents... so cute, and fun to be around... always there for me, for better or worse...

Ashley... fuck... what the fuck is wrong with me?

As I cry on her lifeless corpse, I feel my arm brush against something hard.

.........she had a gun?

I didn't restrain her. She could've used it at any time.

Why didn't she?

...because she couldn't.

She would never kill me.

She would rather die.

I didn't even have power over her. She chose to let me do this. She chose to die for me.

I always called her stupid, but I was the only one stupid enough to kill the person he needed.

Hah. Haha. Hahahahaha. I'm so fucking stupid.

Well, this is just perfect, isn't it?

I'm coming, Ashley. I'll be with you soon.

Grabbing the revolver, I close Ashley's eyes, and place a delicate kiss on her lips.

Your idiot Andy is coming to join you, Leyley.

BANG

The sound of a gunshot rings out, until only silence remains in Room 302, the coffin of Andy and Leyley.